heard the strains of the Green bands, playing either the
march or the song. Both had now caught the minds of
the crowds, little boys were singing the words, and men
and women sang snatches of them at work. They were
rehearsing late that night. When she slipped out with
Macedonia to a little fish-eating-house down the hill for
some bread and anchovies in a brief rest, she came upon
a bigger effort. Some hundreds of lads and young
women were in procession along the wharves, to the
massed Green bands. They marched with torches,
which were made of some oily rags mounted upon
sticks, and gave out more smoke than light. With rapt
faces these young people went by singing that they
would lift aloft the glorious Green banner. They were
lifting it aloft, some of them, and finding it unruly in
the gathering wind. At the end of each chorus the
leader of each company, probably some fine young
athlete from the University, would shout, "Ready",
pause an instant, and then shout, with all his followers:

"One.

Two.

Three.

Hy . . . patius."

After this, they went on with the marching song about
the banner.

"They're having great fun," Macedonia said.

"Stupid of them to use rag," Theodora said. "It
always smokes. They ought to get those resiny Easter
candles, you know the sort, which are all bright light."

"I like that smoky effect," Macedonia said. Indeed,
after the crowd had passed it looked something like
Satan's army slouching back into hell after a defeat.
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